didn't matter, and start magnifying trifles. . . . Still,
it would be two to one against her if she did. And
that was a majority in his favour. . . . How cold her
hands were. He fancied he could still feel his flesh
chilled where she had touched him. . . . Altogether,
he felt more confident now the examination was over.
It was all that confounded hanging about that had
brought doubts into his mind. Yes, he felt sure
he had nothing to fear. . . . Certainly not the big
thing. . . .

In five minutes he was summoned back to the
Medical Board. The three doctors occupied the same
positions as before. The young woman in khaki again
stood behind the long-faced Lieutenant at the desk,
her stethoscope dangling from her neck. It was at
her face that the Captain glanced the instant he
entered the room, striving to read in it some clue to
his fate. But a very professional blank confronted
him. He turned to the faces of the two men. On
these, also, nothing was written that could be read.

Much to the Captain's surprise, and disappointment,
no reference was made to his physical condition. The
long-faced Lieutenant simply handed him a sick-leave
pass, and told him to remain at home till he received
further orders. The War Office would communicate
the result of the Medical Board to him.

The Captain stood glancing from one to the other
of the three doctors, fingering his pass. He dared
not leave that room without knowing more. He hesi-
tated, suddenly finding himself driven into a mood of
entreaty that made him blush and feel self-conscious.

" Can't you give me a hint of what is likely to
happen ? " he asked.

The man at the desk stretched his broad shoulders
and rose to his feet. He removed his spectacles,
wiped them, and replaced them carefully.
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